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THE RETURN OF THE WANDERERS. 


“After three months’ tour at the seaside, you can imagine the condition Poor Papa returned to town in. Pa says it's all fair wear and tear, but I have my 
doubts. I think it’s far more likely the local pop-shop at Dover had to be visited to raise enough bullion for the tickets to town. Anyhow, Papa was trouserless, 
coatless, and vestless, aud appeared at Victoria Statiqn in an old rig-out of Ma's, The unfortunate part of the whole thing is, that the Police arrested him in mistake 
for a forger they knew to be in the same train, disguised. The cvent caused a most painful sensation, and even the porters were moved to tears.” —ToorsiE. 


A HARD CASE. 


—— 


OUR PARENTS’ MANNERS.—No. 1. 


Es \\\ 
a ~ 7 \N 


AN unfortunate man. called Captain John Massey, was 
hanzed at Execution Dock, Wapping-in-the-East, on July 
26th, 1723, for piracy. 

Massey was the son of a gentleman of fortune, and was 
well educated, He was somewhat wild in his youth, “and 
thirsted to taste the pleasures of a world in which he was 
doomed to play an unhappy part.” His father procured hin 
a commission, and he served with great credit as lieutenant 
under the command of the Duke of Marlborough during 
the wars in Flanders in the reign of Queen Anne. 

On his return he went with his regiment to Ireland, where 
he lived for some time in adissolute manner, but at length 
got appointed to the rink of lieutenant and engineer to the 
Roval African Company, and sailed in one of their ships to 
direct the building of a fort. The ship being ill supplied 
with provisions, and those of the worst kind, the sufferings 
of the crew were inexpressibly great. 

Every officer on board except: Massey died, and many of 
the soldiers likewise fell a sacrifice to the scandalous 
neglect. Those-who lived to get on shore drank so greedily 
of the fresh water that they perished ina miserable manner 


x ~ : . with pees rapidity, anil mt length only Massey and a hand- 

Q) “Dear Sitoprr.—Talk about parents’ manners! Why (2) © And last night he wakes me up an’ says, ‘Your poor ma's ful of hix men were left alive, 
the other morning T haprened to bhava a bit to draw of my poorly, so run for the doctor: an’ if you're a good lad. he might These being unable to do the work they had come out to 
bookmaker. and hanged if | don’t find the old ‘un backing bring you a little baby-brother.’ Just as if | was a mere kul! Rot! do began to abandon themselves to despair, When, just 28 
stiff ‘uns! Why, he oughtn't to be allowed to carry ready-moncy. “ Yours disgustedly, | MARMADUKE NoFLy (Aged 10). the last gleam of hope was dying within their breasts, a 
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vessel hove in sight, and a boat in answer to their signals of 
distress was sent off to their relief. 

But no sooner were they on board than they discovered that the 
vessel was a pirate, Of course, some people would say, they should 
have refused to join the lawless crew, But look at the sufferings 
they had passed through. Were they to go back if they could and 
perish or starve, or have their throats cut aud be tlung into the 
sea, or rally under the Black Flag? 

They chose the third course, for the time being, at any rate, and 
took several prizes, but though the persons taken prisoners were 
not treated with cruelty Mr. Massey, we read, “had so true a sense 
of the illegality of the proceedings in which he was concerned that 
his mind was perpetually tormented with the idea of the fatal 
consequences that might ensne.” At length the ship reached 
Jamaica, when he seized the first opportunity of deserting, and 
gave the Governor information that led tu tie capture and execue 
tion of the pirates, 

Massey might then have taken up his residence in. Jamaica, 
where he wis treated with great respect. but he rejected all offers 
and returned to England. What follows reads strangely, On 
sailing the Governor gave him letters of recommendation to the 
Lords of the Admiralty, but ou his arrival he was at once taken 
into custody. At his trial, to the surprise of all, he pleaded 
guilty, and was sentenced to death, 

The public all believed he would have been pardoned. However, 
& warrant was sent for his execution, and he seemed perfect” 
resigned to his cruel fave. Although he had pleaded guilty, and, 
of course, guilty in some measure he was, yet his joining the 
pirates was evidently on act of necessity, not of choice ; added to 
which his subsequent conduct at Jamaica proved that he took the 
earliest opportunity to abandon his late companions and bring 
them to justice, “a conduct by which he surely merited the thanks 
of his country and not the vengeance of the law.” Knapp and 
Baldwin, writing in 1809, s1y, °° We sincerely hope that no future 
King will under such circumstances sign a warrant for execution,” 

The King who signed this warrant was George the First. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
CuaprTer Il.—( Continued.) 

"Twas in deadly silence and pitchy darkness that two young, but 
desperate and dauntless, youths lowered a heavily-provisioned 
boat into the foaming ocean and pulled for the Haunted Island, 
Deafening rolls of thunder, alternated with blinding glares of knife 
and forked lightning and the ceaseless roar of the tumultuous 
waves, was absolutely tertific. Otherwise,as previously remarked, 
a death-like silence prevailed. Hideous sharks followed the frail 
craft, and elbowed one avother for the first mouthful. A huge 
jellyfish, upheaved frum the watery waste, fell with a clainmy dab 
upon the face of Billiam the Begored, who, with a gesture of lofty 
contempt, returned it to its native element, and passed his hand 
through the raven tresses curling on his marble brow, Ahead of 
the intrepid boys cowered high the black and frowning rocks 
of the Vultures’ Next, about which so many blood-curdling stories 
have been told. What, O what, was about to happen? 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 


oe Correspowarets wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam Jar envelope large enough to contain the 


contributions submiticd, Dv not inclose loose stamps, 


Much against the grain, COROLLO; It's a shocking thing todo, 
Very sorry, EDWARD BELTON. 7'hat we cannot get them through, 
Very pleased to, YOUNG BEGINNER ; ALLY'S oy ir talent's great, 
Must decline with thanks, MIRANDA; Jt wvuld be a lot too late, 
Vsood E ourselves, SUBSCRIBER ; You might advertise, vow know, 
Cooks, the tourist agents, GEIsua, Would inform you when to go, 

—~ 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any dilustrated Duper in the World, 


Porwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. S8d.; 6 Months, 3s. Sd.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tn SLoreniks,” 99 Sno“ LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksclicrs’,and at our Agents, 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 KvE DU 29 JUILLET. 


——- 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will be paid to the next-nf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who xhail happen ta meet 
with his or her death in 'a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLopen’s HALF- 
Hoiwar”" be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY" i published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Soltowing Wednesday morning. 


—+ 


HER BEST. 


SHE DID 


Mistress. Broken everything, Jane?) Why couldn't you have 


tried to save some of them? ; ; 
Jane. 1 did, mum. I held on to the tray ; #’s all right, mum. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDA f&. 


*,* To celebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest in English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper commences this week the 
KINGS AND QUEENS OF ENGLAND CosTUMES. 


5) 
Dita 
$5); 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 619.—The “ William the Conqueror” Costume, 


DION'T KNOW, YOU KNOW. 


Miss Beauchamp Place (sweetly). Do you know, Sa I 
always think café ax lait is pid with milk than withoak, : 


Model, Do you manage to live 


by gels, 
Artist. Well, I do all right, 
and, altogether, get some fun 


SOMEBODY'S DARLING. 


out of the business. Old Turmuta (during the 
Model, Especially tie alto- balls): Pretty sls ! ‘aaa all 
gether, puftick ladies, too, they tell me. 


“ Another time, I sha’n’t get quite so close.” 


ag L 


(Saturday, October 8, 1815. 
IT SAVED HIM SOMETHING. 


“Had a good holiday, Jones?” “A ve 


accommodating on», 
Lovely rain-bathing. I never once troub! hee 


to get into the sea.’ 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD, 


The Elderly Misa Milyuns (simperingly). Captain Cas 
says that I've he smallest foot he's ore ae : hui 
Candid Friend, Yes, dear; everybody says he's only marryi;: 


you for your oof, ws 


She. Youare awfully rude, Henry—whenever I sing to you, ron 
go to sleep, . 

Ile. Don't be offended at that, darling, it’s the greatest compli. 
ment I could pay you. My mother got me into the habit when | 
was a baby, and she was a beautiful singer, you know, 


s 
Mendicant. Why, no, sir, 1 ain't easily frightened ; carried my 
life in my hands for years, 
Pedestrian, Ah! you have been a soldier, I presume? 
Mendicant, No, sir, far more dangerous than that. I was a book 
canvasser, ae 
* 


A REPORTER, sick of the pressman’s art, 
Toa berth as an actor hied him ; 

And, by way of a start, with a three-line part 
The theatre manager tried him. 


Yet over the pitiful part thus given, 
Our friend was no rash repiner ; 
He merely muttered, “ Thank heaven, thank heaven, 


I'm no longer a penny-a-liner ! 
se 


s 

Old Married Man, Well, what do you think of married life? 

Young Married Man. 1 think it is a mistake. 

Old Married Man. Ah! we all think so at first. There is alwsss 
a little friction at the commencement, but in a year or two tit 
will be all right. 

Young Marricd Man, How's that? 

Old. Married Man, Why, it takes some little experience to mrke 
a good liar, =,° 


First Doctor, Busy? 
Seeond Doctor. No. 
First Doctor. Ah! people will soon te retursing from the health 
resorts and we shall have our hands full then. 
eS 


MY WILLOUGHBY PUP. 
(By Sloper's Tame Naturalist.) 

A YOUNG lady of my acquaintance once nsked me if { woul 
undertake the care and education of a six-weeks’ old puppy-doz. 
I was assured that the infantile animal was a little dear! a perfect 
love! a beutiful darling! and other things common to the 
vocabulary of an enthusiastic young lady. 

“Why don’t you mind the angel yourself?” I ventured to ask. 
T was assured that nothing could conduce more to the bliss of the 
lady than to take care of and tend the canine paragon ; but that 
there were brutal big dogs and jealous cats at home who woul! 
surely wreck the existence of the immaculate puppy. So I ssid 
Yes, [ would take the interesting creature under my sheltering wine. 

When he arrived, he looked decidedly clean, and gaily sported! 
some light-blue silken ribbon round his throat. [ was not par- 
ticularly struck b ant elegance in his appearance ;_ but I was 
solemnly assured that the beauty of pug-dogs lies in their inordinate 
ugliness. Boldly swallowing the paradox, I set myself to make 
friends with my visitor. As a prelude, I thought T would please 
him by christening him with a name euphonious as well as expres- 
sive. So I called him “Sweep.” He did not resent this, in fact 
there was no ground for complaint. The name was obvious aud 
could not be missed when one looked at a face like his. [t was 
coal-black and fiat. The nose had been planed off at his birth, and 
the corners of his mouth had been drawn down by the convulsions 
that occasionally go with teething. He had a stump of a tail 
sticking straight out. 

* Don’t pugs have curly tails?” I asked. 

“Certainly. His tail will curl as he grows older.” 

As he Pagel older my hair curled. 

_L said he was clean when he arrived at my mansion. Directly 
his mistress left he strolled into the garden and buried himself in 
the wet mould. I dug him out and washed him. 

Next morning he ate my breakfast—everything, down to the 
very radishes that always accompany my kipper by way of relish. 

In the afternoon he got under the grate and went to sleep with 
the fiery ashes dropping on him, That was the first hint I had of 
his Satanic origin. 

I had made him a bed of hay ina wide basket. He strewed the 
floor with the hay and slept on my trousers after he had pulled 
them off the chair. 

As time went on he evinced an extraordinary predilection for 
the dust-hole, He would rake up and devour the most remark- 
able objects. ent came amiss to his palate. He ate every- 
thing. Then he would come in to the hearthrug and be remarkably 
and copiously sorry for what he had done. - 

As [ look back I tind that I cannot conscientiously call hima 
clean dog. He was not precise in his habits, neither was he 
pee as to location. In four words of decisive truthfulucss— 

1e was not clean ! 

His favourite dishes were chocolate, tobacco, Spanish onions. 
meat, potatoes, blacking, furniture polish, hearthrug, apples, vare- 
line, patent-leather shoes, and my fingers. Jf he could not xet my 
fingers the leg of my trousers would do, and he was not particular 
which leg. All my papers had corners off them; some of them 
vanished altogether. He would wait for the postman in the 
morning, and when my letters dropped through the broken box 
to the tloor he would make an early breakfast olf them. One 
morning he got away with two cheques aud a five-pound note. I 
had him opened, and am pleased to say that he died under the 
operation. Then I wrote and told my lady friend that he had 
been stolen. She is inconsoluble, I am not. 


Saturday, October 3, 18°6 } 


THE BIG WAIST PERIOD IS COMING. 


First Ladies’ Dummy (to second ditto), Avaunt and quit my sight. 
You're out of date and your waist's too small. 


ee 


THE MODERN DOMESTIC. 
Tady (engaging screant). By-the-bye, 1 can only allow one 
evening out a week, 
Applicant (haughtily), Thank you, mem, but I never takes ‘em, 
r always prefers to give a “At ‘Ome” every second Thursday in 
he kitchen, 


TOOTSIE HOME ONCE MORE. 


Ho.IDAays are a mistake. The seaside is an error. 

Charles Lamb hated the seaside. * When,” says he, alluding to 
the brinv, “ the actual object opens first upon the visitor, xen, in 
tume weather too, most likely, from our unromantic coasts—a 
speck, a slip of sea-water, as it shews to him—what cnn that prove 
bat a very 
unsatisfying 
and even 
diminutive 
entertain. 
ment? If he 
has come to it 
from the 
mouth of a 
river, was it 
much more 
than  widen- 
ing? and even 
out of sight of 
land, what 
had he but a 
flat watery 
horizon about 
him! I love 
town or coun- 
try, but this 
detestable 
Cinque Port 
is neither, I 
cannot stand 
all day on the 
naked beach, 
watching the 
capricious 
hues of the 
sea shifting 
like the colours of 2 dying mullet, There is no sense of home, It is 
a place of fugitive resort, an heterogeneous assemblage of seamews 
and stockbrokers. Amphitrites of the town and misses that 
coquet with the ocean, The visitants from town come here to sa 
they have been here, with no more relish of the sea than a pond- 
perch or a dace might be supposed to have, I feel like 1 foolish 
dace in these regions, and have as little toleration for myself here 
as for them.” 

Poor Charles, a dried-up, prim tittle elderly gentleman in 
Dick! It is hard to imagine him at the seaside. He dived not 
into the waves, you may be sure, neither went he paddling. What 
did he do, 1 wonder! 

_ But I agree with him so far, You can have too much of the sea- 
side unless you are with pleasant companions, and that most 
decidedly I am not. for innate selfishness and rapacity I declare 
I have never yet had the misfortune to be associated with an 

rsonto be compared with either Tottie Goodenough or Lardi 

ngsox. ‘That tottering, weak-kneed, unhappy wretch, the Dook 
Snook, I from this moment repudiate with the supremest contempt, 
and of that underbred, overfed, and utterly imbecile and insignifi- 
cant Billy I wash my hands once and for ever. 

With respect to that creeping creature, Bob. language fails me, 
and further allusion to him would be a waste of it. 

The yacht is sold and the crew disbanded, the boy at parting 
having kicked Bob and escaped unscathed round the nearest corner, 
The last hotel bill has been paid, and the untipped waiters with 
withering scorn have seen us into our fly. There has been a row 
at the railway, where Bob wanted to buy second-class tickets, which 
we would not 
submit to. 
And here we 
are at last in 
London, 

On the plat- 
form we tind 
poor pu wait. 
Ing to wel- 
come us. He 
kisses Tottie (U4 
and Lardi and 
mennd weeps 
with jov. 
think he has 
been drink. 
ng, 

“Bob, old Vii 
boy.” he cries, 
in cordint 
tones, “do 
you know 
what Live 
done? Tm 
sure you'll 
like it. Ive 
ordered HY 
jolly little 
dimer for us 
all—in your name of course. It will be just ready when we arrive 
at the restaurant and I’ve told them to put half-a-dozen magnums 
in ice. No thanks, my boy; not a word. I knew you wouldn't 
like the worry, and I flatter myself 1 know your tastes.” 


Off to the station. 


A fatherly greeting. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S Plas 


PRICE 934 PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRKCTIONS ACCOMPANY KACH Box, 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 


LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


83 Eust Strect, New Chariton, 
Angust 20th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS, —TI hare wad Sloper’s Pills 
Sor four weeks with great satisfaction, as 1 have 
been suffering from Indigestion and Loss of Voice. 
Yours faithfully, 

PROFESSOR E. GILLMAN, 

Ventriloquist, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
od. IN STAMIS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of 8 s,AD 
a aoe. Ler pcr remedy Lal all La ae 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy whic’ 

under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 


the most sitions pa ie canes LADIES 
OnSTID ‘ASE LADIES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD LADIES 
one: LADIES 

GENERALLY 1N A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 
as Mra, Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
writes : LADIES 
“By adopting your treatment my anxiety .ADIBS 


and misery was over within twenty-four hours, a 
although for over three months I had been LADIES 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, LADIES 


efetatotatefatatetetateleteletelotelesler4 


ually sufticient for any case. LADIES 
Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
any lady on receipt of add envelope, LADIES 
Write privately to— LADIES 

Mre, A. 8S. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalied. The most effectual on earth. 


Nothing can resist them. 
Y4d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from ob-ervation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope, 


WORKING °EM OUT OF IT. 

Iv was an ideal morning for fishing; just the right sort of wind 
and all that. you know, and the hearts of the two enthusiastic 
young anglers beat in 
joyous expectation 

meath their Hope 
Brother undervests, 
They had, both of them, 
gone to great lengths 
tw obtain this day s 
enjoyment. Young 
Blotterly had only 
obtained his freedom 
from oftice thraldom on 
the plea of an increase 
in his family; whilst 
his friend, Casheale, had 
ruthlessly sacrificed (in 
imagination) amaternal 
grandmother, whose 
obsequies he was now 
supposed to be attend- 
ing. And now, pro- 
vided with a large 
variety of baits, Junch 
for two, beer for six, 
and the angler’s innu- ; 
merable impedimenta, they had completed their thirt y-mile 
journey to a fishy stretch of water, m which they had long 
yearned to try their luck, Z 

A half-hour's trudge from the station brought them to the ri vers 
edge ; in another ten minutes they had crossed a couple of fields or 
so und settied down in one of the most likely-looking swims that 
ever delighted the heart of a disciple of the immortal Iz:.ac, 

And a splendid choice it proved to be. Their lines were scarcely 
in the water before away went Cashsale’s float, and in another 
minute a thumping fish lay gasping on the bank. Then Blotterly 
had a bite, and added another victim to the basket, and so the fun 
went faxt and furious for a full half-hour, by which time a full 
score of glistening trophies ay tapping in the grass, But, just as 
Blotterly was re-baiting, after capturing his biggest fish, there was 
n footstep behind them, and turning at the sound, they beheld an 
irate old fellow, who, in a voice spluttering with anger. demanded 
to know what the wicked word they meant by treapassing on his 
roperty. Didn't they know this was his meadow /—didn't they 
aoe the fishing rights were his !—didn't they know he wouldnt 
have a lot of cockney young jackanapes trampling down his 
hedges and scattering their beastly rubbish over his land? And 
much more to the same effect. with a liberal accompaniment of 
language of the very strongest variety, 

Our two young heroes waited to hear no more. Hastily gathering 
their belongings, they tied the scene of their brief triumph, and 
left the old fellow in possession of the tield. 

As their figures vanished round a bend in the stream, the old 
chap smiled a self-satistied smile, and walking to an adiacent 
hedye, he extracted a tishing-rod and basket therefrom, and 
squatted down contentedly in the vacated position. 

* Let's see, now,” he mused, “that makes the sixth lot of chaps 
I've turned out of my fav'rite hole by coming the angry farmer 
dodge. Works like a charm, it do; but lor, svt a set vo mugs! 

_——— 
HE DID NOT CONSIDER MEAT TO BE MEET. 

Jones, Well, old man, how are you getting on? Can you make 
both ends meet? Pe 

Smith, No, indeed! T should be very sorry to do so. Didn't 
you know that 1 was a vegetarian! 


315 


THE AUTOGRAPH HAT. 


[It is now the fashion of ~ome—especia'ly cyeiists—to carry a white hat ou 
whieh to collect autographs. ] i 
On! many are the won- 
drous ways 
Of that strange dumsel 
Fashion, 
And they're more won- 
drous nowadays 
Than ever they were of 


yore, 
Her methods often cause 
surprise, =) 
Aud even sometimes 
Passion ; 
And now for men she doth 
devise 
A_ thing that seems a 
ret 


Chorua, 


For all round their hats 
They wear aw omass of 
autographs, 
All longing to add to them 
While scooting on their way. 
And though some murmur * Cad!" to them 
Or murmur phrases bad to them, ‘ 
They still go begzing autographs 
Of peuple, day by day, 
They follow out this newest fad, 
_On eyele and on tandem 3 
Nigh driving well-known persons nad, 
Who can't give tit for tat. 
Each victimiser gaily hums 
As on he rides at random: 
“Oh, joy ! behold how full becomes 
My Autographic Hat!” 
© For all round my hat 
1 wear a mass of autographs,” ete. 
ne 


“A ROSE BY ANY OTHER NAME,” ETC. 


On THiS 


Oa 


“ What's the name ot that new girl who dresses in your room?” 
“Well, she calls herself Rose Myrtle, but I call her carrotty—snub- 
nosed — squint-eyed — thin-] ipped — conceited — stuck-up—ugly— 
skinny—spiteful cat, for short. 

—— 


“CHEAP” CYNICISM. 

THEY were the handsomest, best-dressed couple in the stalls at 
Daly’s on that evening ; they were young, lately married, and 
unquestionably well-to-do, yet they never spoke a word, one to the 
other, Through the whole of sweet Letty Lind’s vocal répertoire the 
elegant lady visitor never smole a single smile, nor did the comic 
calles of Harry Monkhouse move ner to anything approaching 

wughter. 

And all this had been brought about by man’s selfish, cutting, 
henstly sarcasm, Earlier in the evening, meeting a particular 
friend in Piccadilly, she had hastily addressed to him the agonized 
question : 

“Tell me—Charlie—is my hat on one side?” 

“Certainly not,” he had replied, “it’s on your head !” 

Aren't some men brutes! 

————— 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 


No, 32. 


PERKYN COCATINA SLOVER., 
JoRN, 1668, Diep or Gout, 1715, 
From the painting by W. FP. Yeumes, RA at Bow Street 
Lelice Court. 


Se —— 


_— 
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McPARRITCH’S CURE. 


(1) “Why this melancholy, McNab, ve idiot?) Turn round, me laddie, and let me see yer back 
elevation. —-(2) “Thunder, shotguns, and fried sazsingers !_ whit's this?” roared Mac.—(3) “ Man, 
ah feel grand, noo,” smiled the Elder, “ McParritch is a fair professor vo’ meedicine.” 


coe ee ee DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._SEYMOUR ALLAN, Esq. 
1 


photographs from those of *er Sriends whose 
portraits hare not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


toil 
| Y 


| 


« ” ” 
This heart would break, did De novel application, has been pressed into the service to aid in stecring the waters of Battersea Park.——(4) The crew, consisting of the Blue- 
“Lk soy but i darling’s love.” the boat when submerged to a certain depth.” (Here the attachés Eyed Bablet, embarked ; the craft was launched into the deep, aud 
now no joy but in my darling'’s love. produced their note books, and our representative from the Admiralty promptly xtood stern upwards, A frantic ery for help from A, SLOPER 
—Lord Bob, put up his ear-trampet). “ Now, sir, if you can show how the giro. —(h) Anda Royal Humane Society man was just in time to save 
“1 feel the pangs of unrequited passion.” scope can be pressed into the service to aid in the stecring of an the Heirto the House of Sloper froma watery grave, but it vi ne 
—The Hon. Billy. individual when submerged in Unsweetened, you would be conferring end of a near squeak for the Azure-Orbed, we can tell you. 


One evening recently, A. SLOPER was one of a distinguished audience, n lasting boon on humanity in general, and your humble servant in 
including the Naval Attachés of most of the Foreign Embassies. atan particular.” “Sir!” said Mr, Allan, sternly, “don’t follow you.” 
exhibition in the St. George's Swimming Bath, Buckingham Palace * But policemen do, under those circumstances, Mr, Allan, and I would 
Road, of Mr. Seymour Allan's large model of a submarine torpeda- suggest that the giroscope should do away with the humiliation.” 
boat‘and blockade-runner, “A most wonderful invention!” observed Then the constable on duty further illustrated A, SLOPER'S remark, 
the Eminent ; “that man must be interviewed, and that forthwith,” enlivening the journey to the door with a shove or two.—(?) A. 
2 3 —(1) “Ahem! Mr. Allan!” “Sir?” said that gentleman, You  SLOPER went home, and called in the aid of » handy tinman. |” Now 
No. 463.—Miss Bertiia BELLAIRS, have shewn here, Mr. Allan, how the giroscope—not that Lam aware let Allan look to his laurels,” said he-—(3) In due time A. SLOPER 
what a giroscope is, but that by the way—how the giroscope, by 1 and Alexandry might have been seen bearing a submarine vessel to 


DION'T THEY JUST SQUEAK. 


(1) Behold: Mynbeer Hogswashmein and his (2) “Now, my little dears, would you like 
nrusical-bux, Phe Pigina, tu see inside! There you are!!” 


SHE KNEW HE'D SAY THAT. 
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“ How do you like my dress, dear?” “ Well, the little 1 can see seems very pretts.” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

A little private talk the Czar Will doubtless have with Grandmamma :—The rain has played the deuce, I hear, With all the backward crops this year :—Her 
whereabouts, her friends, no doubt, Are very anzious to find out :—Does he recall, when in his cell, The crime they say he planned so well ?—The Sultan of his life, ’tis 
said, Now very justly goes in dread :—Another statue now, we note, Proclaims the fame of Scotland's pote :—Into the ypeeler Darby ran, In order to escape the van. 

—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. ‘ 


GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'’S ADVISED. 
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, NOT IN (IT. 

ley Buckstick, 1 took four wickets in our house 
nich, 

Sun of the Pecple, Took four, did yer? W's Laneaked 
the whole bloomin’ six au’ a bat b’sides, whev we 
pl'yed the Battersea Bargees ! 


BEASTLY INSULT. 
“What did yer ‘ave n go in with Bill for, Jack?” 
“Why, ‘e called me a blue-b!ooded masher. Blimey f 
du I look like one?” 


Uncle told her to chuck it at once; he said the water was far ton cold fora 
nice girl like her, and the consequences might be serious. Resides, it’s rough on 
the fellow she's engaged to. 


THOSE CHEAP GOODS AGAIN. 


A SENSE OF DELICACY. 
Elsie, What a dreadfully written exercise! Surely 


you didn’t get any marks for that? 
Robbic. Ol! yes, 1 did, lots; but I—1'm afraid J can't 


exactly shew you them! 


wy 
2 CONVERSATION MADE EASY. 
Nursemaid. Are you there, George ? 
Pricate Johnson, Well rather, Alice. I'm all there. ike. Hooray 


(2) Alas! her legs were Made in 
Germany. 


1) Charlotta’s papa has given her a 
es bik Mt ! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-_—<>-- 


Tite sincere thanks of all civilised people ought to go forth to 
Sco tuned Yard and its splendid staff. To such men as Chief 
= Inspector Mel vill 
the subordinate oflicers 
of the — department, 
many of us at the 
moment possibly owe 
our lives. In the un- 
carthing of a diabolical 
im which, had it 
wen carried intoe tect, 
would have meant des- 
truction to many and 
1G i terror to nations, and 
by the arrest of a gang 
of bloodthirsty scoun- 
drels, the detectives of 
London have added 
another item to the 
long list of services 
they have rendered to 
humanity. © To the 
ventlemen of Scotland 
Yard, A, SLOPER ten- 
ders his congratula- 
tions, his best regards 
and his heartfele 
thanks. *.* 


ee ee 


—————= 


#4" SCOTLAND! , 


A SPLENDID song 
was once written by 
H. Stacy Marks, R.A. on Holman Hunt, the renowned painter, 
who with Dante Rossetti und John Everett Millais originated 
the Pre-Raphaelite School. One verse ran: 


My name is Holman Hunt, 
A painter great I am, 
And would be much greater still, 
By continual puff and thin, 
So walk up and see my Sacred Masterpiece, 
A perfect light insured, admission sixpence each, 
Le 
2 
Mr. T. C. EAston, of the Great Easton Combination Troupe of 
Swimming Experts, has just written and composed a song, 
entitled, “The Hyde Vark Bikess.” The music is pretty, and the 
words are all there, The author is also the publisher, and he hangs 
out at 1 St. Mark's Grove, Fulham Road, 8.W, 


Lord Tom Noddy, at the Garrick, ought to have a long run. The 
quaint antics and drolleries of Little Tich, with whom all music- 
hall frequenters 
are familiar, are a 
feature in them- 
selvea, The music, 
by F.. Osmond 
Carr, is tuneful 
and eatehy, and 
the words and 
plot—if you can 
call it one — by 
George Dance, sre 
up to his usual 
standard. Mabel 
Love looksa sweet 
girl, and unques- 
tionably is one; 
and Gladys Ffol- 
liott and = Mr. 
Picton Roxbor- 
ough are both 
quite big enough 
to make Littl & 
Tich into a sand- 
wich and gobble 
him up, 


IF it ‘were not 
that the Sultan of 
Turkey never ' 
leaves home we should be inclined to think that Jack the Ripper, 
of Whitechapel notoricty, had at last been found in Constantinople, 


e¢ 
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“Ecuo answers where,” but Eveco answers The Sports’ Mann. 
facturing Company. 59 Bayham Place, London, N.W. Ecco ix a 
hew sport which is bound to become very popular ; it may be 
ilayed at any time of the year and on ordinary ground, Eecw has 
ea specially designed by Mr. J. Watson, for the healthy exercise 
und enjoyment of men and women who delight in a scientific and 
good all-round game, ALLY’s on it, you bet, and so are the best 
of the “Friv.” girls. “° 


Woutp “Number One” have used dynamite or 7ynanite if he 
hadn't been collared ? 


THE Eminent waltzed into Collins's a night or two back and was 
shoved into the best box in the house by Mr. John Read, the 
assistant stage-emannger. No 
wonder the place was full, the 
Lcd a was such a corker. 

ames Fawn, who is here re- 

peorented in his song “In a 
Mo,” went down immensely. 
He also sung cheerfully about 
his wife having marvellous 
second sight—“She was right, 
strike a light.” Mile. Angeline 
with her remarkable juggling ; 
George Brooks, in two very 
funny songs ; the Sisters Terry 
in pretty ditties, dances and 
dresses; and any number of 
other clever people helped to 
send A, SLOPER home to 

with a pleasant taste in his 
* mouth, *° 


THE Friend of Man has this 
day conferred the * Award of 
Merit” upon GEORGE Hicks, 
because he's a Grand Old 
Guardsman, “ Feyther,” burst 
forth the blue-eved Alexandry. 
full of righteous anger, “ by 
tearin’ the Turkish Medal from 
‘is breast and ‘aving it sold for 
the benefit of the Armenian 
Relief Fund, old Hicks, the 
Crimean hero, ‘ss himmorta- 
lised ‘imself, His letter to the 
Daily Chronicle is simply im- 
menge, and will doa lot towards rousing public sympathy on behalf 
of the poor Armenians. Yer Award, feyther, will no doubt comfort 
the old Grenadier, and though you verself ain't ae pure ax ice, as 
schite az sno, yer worse enemy could never say you'd injured even 
& common or garden beedle.” And A. SLOPER, overcome by the 
power Hie the lad’s oratory, went forth to the Blue Pig and 
quilted, 


ALLY SLOPER’S: HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 
THE DREsSING-ROoMS AT PINKTITE VILLA HAVE NOW BEEN 
FURNISHED ON A LAVISH SCALE, ‘THERE 18 NO NEED TO 
FEE THE ATTENDANTS, 


No. 17.—The Hon. Florence Dashwood in the “ Sailor's Delight.” 
A real jolly-Jack-Tar touch about this one. 


—— 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 


No. 14.—GALLANT LADS OF BROADSTAIRS, 

(By riskily descending on a rope from the West Cliff, Broadstairs, James 
Croom and his sou recently saved the lives of three children hemmed in by 
the rising tide. Tom Horton, with equal intrepidity, swam to the rescue 
ruund the dangerous Louisa Gap.— Newspaper.) 

My gallant lads of Broadstairs, 
You are well beknown to me: 
I have sinoked! with you, I have joked with you, 
have shared your cups with glee. 
I have seen your sides by the laughter riven, 
When I've reckoned the “ ragged thirteen ” eleven : 
I have heard you roar, when (with head grown thick) 
1 have planted a trump on my partner's trick ! 
My gallant Inds of Broadstairs, 
shall ne‘er forget one night 
When our laughter rippled, as we gaily tippted, 
With the storm outside at its height. 
For, sharp and solemn, athwart our fun, 
Came the first dread boom of the minute gun: 
And, sharp and swift, ye were—one nud all— 
Away through the storm at the lifeboat call ! 


My gallant lads of Broadstairs, 
lam far away from you; 
But I greatly glory in this latest story 
Of vour swiftness at derring-do! 
Heartily, boys, would I join with ve, 
As ye drink to the health of your heroes three : 
For well do I know how ye all would run 
To the rescue—if need be—as these have done ! 


My gallant lads of Broadstairs, 
Some days must pass away 

Ere Time will bring you the song I sing you: 
But I hope, when you read my lay, 

That once again, o'er your evening beer, 

You will give your heroes a loud, warm cheer— 

And say to your comrades that SLOPER joys 

lu the oft-proved pluck of the Broadstairs boys! 


—_—~-e-——— 


A SUSPICIOUS ENQUIRY. 

Jonea, Oh! by-the-bye, old man, where does your wife buy those 
pretty embroidered nightgowns of hers? 

Smith. What the Dickens do you know about my wife's night- 
gowns? 

Jones, Keep your hair on, old man, It's all right. Your wife 
and my wife employ the same Inunstress.and she sent us the wrong 
nightgown last week. and now I've got orders to buy my missis 
some of the same sort. 

ns 


HE WAS A BIT SHORT. 
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Freddic, What's the tine, bertie, old chap? 
Bertie, Don't know, 

Freddie, Watch not going? 

Bertie, Oh, yes; in fact, it’s gone. I've got the ticket in my 
pocket, 


(Saturday, October 3, 18¢g, 
THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON, 


—— 
CHAPTER XI, 


Mr. J. Babbteton Thomson had discovered among the Content. 
the Royal Treasury a medicine chest. It was not a large medi vi 
chest but it was well appointed, and in there were many thie 
that are eminently calculated to make mankind unhappy wiih 
view to ultimately making them good and healthy, From ilk i 
medicine chest had come the court hat 
plaister which had been so eticc- \ 
tive in stirring Mrs, Lorinbuloo to 
a sense of her shortcomings, anid 
causing these ladies to make an 
immediate and urgent demand for 
something that would du for the 
twenty-six sections of that multi- 
tudinous matrimonial item, what 
had already been done for the 
twenty-seventh section, 

And John Babbleton Thomeon 
hoped to be able to fulfil the order, 
He had taken stock of that medi- 
cine chest, and he saw that there 
were things in it that would have 
softened the heart of Pharaoh, if 
that monarch was ignorant of the 
pharmacopcia, and took a reason- 
able pride in his personal appear- 
ance, 

So he set to work to prepare 
patches for the ladiex, and he announced that these decorations 
would be ready in time for the next Drawing Room, which func 
tion took place daily, of course, at the primitive court of Kins 
Loriabuloo. 2 

Among the many things in the medicine chest were a number of 
tiny leatlets—white on one side and of a pale yellow on the other, 
John B, Thomson knew the properties of these things. They are 
known to advanced civilisation by the simple name of mustard 
leaves, but they were leaves that-had never bloomed on the 
intelligence of Loriabuloo or his subjects. Mr. John B. Thomson 
had decided that these leaves were just the thing that might be 
accepted as white court plaisters for black beauties, Of course 
they were too large in the natural state in which they had left the 
wholesale dealers in such commodities. But that was easily 
remedied. With a pair of scissors John B. Thomson deftly cut out 
tiny circles about the size of three-peuny pees from the velluwest 
vieces and these he set aside to act as decorations of the dusky 

eauties, who called Loriabuloo Jord and master. 

They were gratefully received. It was high noon, and the youth 
and beauty of Loriabuloo’s court hadassembled. | Mrs. Bryson was 
there once more in her cool and airy costunie, and with her 
beautifying patch of black on her cheek. 

The other sections of Mrs. Loriabuloo was also there, but she 
wns neither cool nor calm. ‘The tiny patches of white were very 
etfective as decorations, but they were also effective from another 
point of view. 

Mrs. Loriabuloo, to a woman, had tears in her eves, and King 
Loriabuloo might have been seen to raise a furtive finger to stem 
te tears which quivered on hia eyelash. But no one would yield 
to remove these patches, The hervic firmness of the savage would 
not yield to torture almost unbearable which a white woman like 
Mrs. Bryson bore so hervically. So the group wore their decor 
tions with what calmness they 
could, and sat and smiled smiles 
full of anguish and woe, while 
these tiny mustard plaisters put 
in their fine work, and raised 
blisters, 

But the Court proceedings 
were considerably — briefened, 
Mrs, Loriabuloo hurried home 
to her wigwams,and with much 
alacrity removed = the new 
fashionable adornment which 
had been so full of delicious 
misery. The patches had not 
only been beautiful when they 
were on their faces, but they left 
a piquante effect even when 
removed, There was an irri- 
tating heat at the spot where 
the patch had been, and eich 
section of Mrs. Loriabuloo 
hungered to give the place a 
good rub, but a certain tender- 
ness forbade the comforting operation being indulged in, and Mrs. 
Loriabuloo grinned ghastly grins for half-an-hour, till the blisters 
cooled ; but still hungered for the morrow that another triumph 
might be effective by the replacement of the patch. 

Nor was King Loriabuloo any more happy than his wife. The 
King’s blister burned as smartly as did that of his wife, but he 
scorned to admit his pain. Mrs, Bryson had evidently borne her 
misery manfully, and he would emulate her heroic indifference tv 
pain in the furtherance of fashion. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
CONDUCTED BY LaDy Dowpy. 
oe 

Novveav RicHE.—Cards should always be left whether the 
servant is willing to accept them or not. 1f he does not offer tv 
take them, drop them onthe doormat. The rule for turning down 
the corner isas follows: If your daughter is with you, turn down 
the left top corner ; if your husband, the left bottom corner ; if your 
sister, the right top corner; if your mother, the right bottom 
corner; and if you are alone, why you turn them all down, of 
course, With regard to the number of cards you should leave. this 
depends entirely upon the number of peuple there are in the 
house, reckoning one for each lady and alt a one for each male 
thing. Thus, if you and your family call at a house where there 
is u wife, five daughters, a husband and two sons, you would leave 
seven anda half cards all turned down at each corner. 50 
pleased to help you, Write again. ‘ 

SWEET SEVENTEEN.—There is no doubt but that poultry keeping 
pays if you only go the right way to work, and 1 can prove it to 
you conclusively, First of all, fur the start, make your husband 

uild you a nice fowlhouse and run, and bring you six hens and a 
rooster, and make him promise to clean them out once a week, 
and see that he does it. not accept any excuse, for he could 
not postibly tind any better occupation on Saturday afternoon, 
The corn the fowls will require will cost Le. 2 week, aud, of course, 
vou can give them all the scraps from thetable, Ifyour husband 
Keeps a dog. get rid of it, as this arrangement might interfere 
with his comfort. Now it is stated in my poultry book that 4 
hea will iny 254 eggs in a year, which, at 2@ each.—and you cant 
buy a real new nid egg under that—amounts to €12 Ma, a yeur, 
from which you have to deduct £2 12s. for corn, leaving & protit 
of £10 2s., to say nothing of all the lovely young tender chickens 
you would haye for your table. 1 believe that men wilfully trv 
wnd discourage their wives from keeping fowls simply becauc 
the lazy things don’t want to have the trouble of cleaning out the 
chicken house, 
en aE 


A REVERSIONARY INTEREST. 

Frank (tu his friend}, What on earth made you give your 
father a pipe, and such an expensive one, too, for a birthday present 
when vou know he doesn’t smoke? 

Charlie (slowly closing one eye), Because 1 do smoke, old 2. 


Saturday, October 8, 1896.) 
SLUPER'S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 
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“tue Varping,BAT. 
(Feeding time’) 


No. 5.—THE Bat. 

Amongst the Bat tribe, the Cricket- Tat is best known in this 
country ; it is a familiar object in the summer mouths on the turf 
of Lords and Commons, Next in the way of home produce comes 
the Brick-Bat. A. SLOPER has encountered some at Ikt-tersea 
and other places; it is comparatively harmless when put to its 
proper use, but is highly dangerous when in the hands of an 
enemy. On such occasions, if not qurt at dodging, one stands a 
zood chance of being bat-tered. But the most fearsome of ali is 
the Fampire-Bat. 'Thisterrible animal dines principally on blood 
extracted from the big toe, while its victim sleepeth. It is a native 
of South America, but A. SLOPER once saw a full-grown specimen 
in South London—in the opening scene of a Surrey Pantomime. 
The Eminent afterwards had a drink with the Vampire in the pub 
round the corner. The Vemire paid, 

(To be continued), 


A TEUTONIC “ENQUIRE WITHIN.” 


Over ype Teutonic friend, Otto von Pumpernickelheimer, 
was still collecting more or less valuable date for his great guide 
to England, when we ran across him the other night ina certain 
railway-station buffet. He was at the extreme end of the bar, and 
in his hand he held the glass shade that had recently covered 
several triangular pieces of stale bread, the while he examined the 
bread itself through his horn-rimmed spectacles. 

“Well, Otto, how's the directory going on?” we asked. 

“Vonterful und more vonterful shtill!” cried the honest old 
Rerliner. “I have shust made ein gr-rand discoveree! You sce 
zeese Santvich, ch? Bot you don'd know der orritchen of der 
vordt, Zen I tell you. Lort Santvich, he was a gr-reat cardt- 
blayer. He blay all night: he blay all nex’ morgse Ven zey 
say, ‘Ain’d you hunkry, eh?’ he says, ‘Jah! Pring me som’ 
pread and meat allretty cut oop, sce?’ Zen zey pring him ein slice 
of meat betveen svei slice of prend—and nfter dose time zey alvays 
call ein slice of meat betveen «vei slice of pread, ‘Santvich,’”” 

“What of it?” we cried, feeling that the old fellow had been 
poaching on the British Museum's preserves for his book’s stufling. 

“ Vhat of it!” he cried. “Vhy, I've made a gr-rent discoveree : 
in zese santviches I recognise tore of der oritehinals 1” 

And, nothing if not familiar with our railway buffet, we do not 
doubt him for an instant, 


eS med 


THE MANNERS OF CHILDREN. 


“And another thing. my little Dora must not keep asking 
questions.” “No, ma?—wwhat shall Task, then?” 


_-—_——_——_—- 


NOT UP IN TREES, 


Sentimental Girl. Oh, what a lovely old oak! I wonder what 
it would say if it could speak? 
The Professor, It would say “Iam an elm”! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 
20 SHAKESPEARE Row, ARDWICK, MANCHESTER, 
September 22nd, 1896. 

Dean Sin,—Accept my sincere thanks for the “ Award of 
Merit,” with which I am quite delighted. Whenever dear old 
ALLY ix this way, he must call and have his bottle filled. As 
you will see by address above, I have recently removed, and 
through this have only just got the “ Award.” Once more thanking 
you for your present, which does great credit to your skill and 
enterprise, I am, yours faithfully, GUs ALLEN. 


—$ 


TOO THICK! 

Mr. THEOPHILUS WHYPEDUCKS, the go-ahead haberdasher 
and cutting draper of the Kentish Town Road, made no attempt 
to conceal his indignation, but crumpled up the Daily Smelly. 
graph and pitched it into the fireplace. His usually placid face 
was wrinkled by angry frowns, and his beautifully-chiselled real 
ivory and gold-mounted teeth were gritted in virtuous indignation, 

“f can put up witha moderate amount of dictation,” he remarked 
to his matronly better half, * but I'm blowed if this don't capture 
the muffin! 1 didn’t demur to closing the shopon Bank Holidays, 
although I don't see how the August ‘un app! ies to linendrapers, 
[ strained a point in lettin’ the kitchenmaids off on Saint Patrick's 
Day, and going without bread and giving a florin to the baker's 
man to celebrate the German Emp'rer's birthday, and [ was one o° 
the first tradesmen in this road to settle on lettin’ my shopboys 
join in the jamboree to cellybrate Queen Victoria’s reign ; but— 
well, listen to this : 

(Reads) “* It would only be a very delicate compliment to our 
late guest, His Excellency Li Hung Chang, were we to suspend 
business on, and set aside as a general holiday, Wednesday the 
14th of October next. That true Britons of all degrees will concur 
in this is, we think. a foregone conclusion when we state that on 
that date, 802 B.C. the grent Confucius, whose system of morality 
and conduct still forms the basis of Chinese civilisation, recovered 
from a very obstinate attack of measles.’ ” 

es 


A NASTY ONE. 


RATHER 


Luev, What's become of that roan mare of yours? I never see 
you riding it now. 

The Squire. No, 1 sold her toa friend of mine as a great favour. 

Lucy. Indeed! What was the matter with her? 


ee 
FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 

“OF course you've to remember, guv'ner, as these ‘ere queet 
starts wot I'm a-tellin’ you of didn’t ‘appen all straight orf. There 
was months and sometimes years in between some on ‘em, and 
meanwhile I was simply drivin’ ordinary sort of fares wot don't 
call for no speshul mention. 

“ Howsumever, to get back to the uncommon ones, I spose T 
oughtn’t to forget tellin’ you of this ‘ere. One evenin’ arfter the 
theayters it was, and I was just workin’ back to the Strand arfter 
drivin’ a cove to somewhere in Bedford Place, when a youngish 
tot in hew’ning clothes and a fur coat hails me. ‘Stage door o' 
the Gaiety, kebby,’ he ses, in a hard sort 0’ tone, and ina very few 
minutes [ pulls him up as close as I could in the long line o’ 
wehicles that was on the same job, Presently out he comes with a 
lady in a hopera cloak with flutty white trimmin’ on it 1 recollect, 
‘ands ‘er in, and tells me to drive to the Caffy Royle. 

“Well, guv'ner, | ‘adn’t gone more'n a few ‘undred yards when 
there was a block in the trafic that pulled us up for a couple 0’ 
minnits or so, I don’t know what it was as sort a-prompted me 
inst then, but I lifted the trap quiet like and giv’ a peep inside. 
There was the gent with one arm round the gel’s waist auc ketchin 
tight ‘old of ‘er ‘and with the other. Well, 0’ course, strictly 
speakin’, I oughtn’t to ‘ave done it. I don't ’old with eaves- 
droppin’ as a rule. but ‘uman natur is ‘uman natur, and twiggin 
wot the game wos [ couldn't ’elp listenin for a minute to wot they 
wos a-sayin, Itdidn’t take me long neither to make out as the 
young toff was makin’ the gal a solemn orfer of ‘is ‘eart and ‘and, 
and that the gal wasn’t in no mood to refuse ‘em. It was a bit vo’ 
fun while it lasted, for when we were set soing again I had my 
‘ands too full to hear much more of it, I set ‘em down alrizht at 
the Caffy, and I don’t s’pose 1 should ‘ave remembered about it if 
it wasn’t for somethin’ that *appened about eighteen months arfter, 

& Just as I was goin’ in one mornin’ the boss comes up with a 
elderly lawyer-lookin’ gent with grey mutton-chops.  * This is the 
man, sir,’ he ses, and then the old chap takes me aside, gives me a 
card and ‘arf-a-quid, and makes 2 'pointment for the next mornin’ 
at ‘is orfice in Lincoln's Inn. Well, sir, 0’ course I turns up, and 
who should I see sittin’ with the old gent in the room they shows 
me into but the very lady wot I'd drove from the Gaicty to the 
Catfy Royle with the young toff a year anda ‘arf ago. 

“Now, look ‘ere, my map,’ ses the old gent, ‘this young lady 
has reason to believe that you were a witness to a conversation she 
had with a certain gentleman in your cab about cighteen months 
back. In fact she happens to know that you were looking through 
the roof nt the time, and very wisely took the precaution of taking 
your number, by which act of forethought you have been traced. 
The young gentleman has just succeeded to his father's title, and 
has thought tit to refuse to carry out the promise made on the 
occasion | refer to. This lady is now bringing an action againsi 
him, and you will, of course, prove our most valuable witness in 
the case. 

“Well, sir, the long and short of it is, LT owns upas I did listen, 
and tells all | knew, and swore to it after at the trial. There was 
no getting away from my evidence, though the lawyer feller on the 
other side bully-ragged me for over an hour. 

“They gave her five thousand damages, and out o' that she 
bought me a horee and keb of my own and made me a present ofa 
hundred pounds inter the bargain, so it was just ax well Pdid go 
agin my principles for once. Fancy ‘er ‘avin’ taken my vumber, 
Smart gal that, sir, and no mistake.” 

(To be continued nert week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
THe Emerald “V1": OFT. : ; 
TEARBEOEE® London theatre, and finda Christian name.— Lyric : 
Cyril. 
"A Guove Fight: Struggling to put a five-half glove ona seven- 
three hand, 
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tuck view of Zuttera and his master. The front view is just as 
good, only you can’t see it.” 
—— 


TOUCHING THE NEW INFANT. 
ABout the New Woman we've heard quite a lot— 
Much that’s in praise of her, much that is not: 
But a story veracious to tell you I've got 
About the New Infant. 
In the year ‘Ninety-Four, there was born a wee child, 
“Its a girl,” said the nurse, Then the little one siniled, 
And, “ Thank Goodness I’m not of the sex that’s reviled!” 
Remarked the New Infant. 
When this prodigy’s hours upon earth numbers three, 
On her gruel with eyes of suspicion looked she. 
“Are yousure, nurse, quite sure that from microbes it’s free Mis 
Inquired the New Infant. 
When to dress her in baby's long clothes they did dream, 
She rebelled with a roar; and refused, with a scream, 
To be clothed on the barbarous trailing-skirt scheme— 
This wise young New Infant. 
At the age of one year—most astounding to state— 
For analysis sent she all foods that she ate, 
And, “Ii have my complexion made up up-to-date 1” 
Declared the New Infant. 
At a year and a half, very dire was her ire, 
When her robe wasn't made—at her urgent desire— 
In the embryo shape ot the * bloomer attire” : 
Oh! haughty New Infant! 
At the age of two years, this most mystic of mimes 
Found there wasn't a line, in her nursery rhymes, 
About themes psychological—meet for the times 
Which bore the New Infant ! 
So, in dolour and dudgeon, she danced and she pranced, 
Till, last week, in despair, she her jugular lanced ; 
And we hope that, at present, some sphere more advanced 
Contains the New Infaut! 


HARD KNOCKS FOR THE FLOCK. 

It was last Easter when the Reverend . Samuel Slymbilder 
dropped the first hint to his flock about the church debt he was so 
worried about. Beyond merely casual references, he didn’t, as 
you may say, dwell on the subject again until the Sunday after 
‘Ascension, when he introduced four new silk bags totake up the offer- 
tory. On Trinity Sunday he expressed regret at the slow manner in 
which the amount to be made up increased, and on Lammas Day 
he aftronted several of the “oofier” portion of the tlock by choos- 
ing a distinctly ‘personal "text. There was, however, hardly an 
appreciable increase in the total receipts when he announced them 
from the pulpit on the eacred day of St. Bartholomew, and between 
that and Ember Day—three solid weeks—the figures only went up 
one nnd gevenpence halfpenny. ; 

The other Sunday, the Thirteenth after Trinity, he wore a esnical 
smile as he paused after giving the text of his sermon, and began 
hitching up his surplice with his thumbs, 

“T dreamt Inst night,” he began, “that I had a dream.” 

Thia unusual beginning enlisted the attention of the most 
drowsy. Habitual dozers propped up their eyelids and half-turned 
their ears. Evidently something startling was coming. 

* Yea,” he continued, “1 pictured myself ns your devoted shep- 
herd. arriving, crook in hand, at the Gulden Gates, IT pulled at 
the bell, and Peter opened the gates. He gazed at me for a 
moment and then asked my name. I answered him, ‘Samuel 
Slymbilder, from All Saints’, South Isleton.’ Whereupon he said, 
‘But your sheep? Where are your sheep ? Ah! my friends, what 
a dire dilemma was [in then?) What could [ gay to the venerable 

Peter? Once again he asked me, ‘Your sheep? Where are your 
sheep!’ I could only reply, * Peter, 1 have none ; all my sheep 
were hogs—regular rank hogs!’ And uow, dear friends, whilst 
the offertory is being taken, we will join iu singing ‘ Knocking, 
knocking ; who is there?’” ? i 

They say that it took the Rev. Samuel till nearly two o'clock to 
count all the threepenny-bits in the Vestry ! 


—1——_ 


IT WOULD ASTONISH SOME OF 'EM 


“DEAREST MILDRED,—There's no doubt [ created quite 9 
furore with ‘Sister Mary Jane's Top Note,’ st the Hyde Parkyns’ 
the other night. It was an eye-opener for some of the old ladics, 
you may be sure, Ever thine own—STEPHANIE,” 
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THE “F.0.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 449—Proressor BAusAmo, F.O.S, 

“It is with the utmost pleasure that we direct the 
attenticn of our readers to the portrait of the cele. 
brated lightning cartoonist aud sleight-of-hand ex- 
ponent, which this week graces our Gallery. It goes 
almost without saying that our hero was a wonderful 
kid, At eight he drew such unflattering caricatures 
of his school teachers as to earn lasting fame and 
innumerable whoppings ; at ten his talents in the 
mystic art became manifest, and, by a diligent study 
of art and magic, he rapidly developed into an enter- 
tainer of the very first water. His sensational and 
original exhibition of Modern Miracles is every- 
where productive of great wonderment and applause, 
and has earned for the Professor the tree-top position 
which he go gracefully adorns, Chietly because he's 
an artistic mystifier, he was created F.OS8., and 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
December 8th. 1894."—Debrett Improecd, 


WHEELIANA 
MaKFS WORK A PLEASURE, 
© Sweet Maria. blow the fire—puff! pull! puff!" 


“T say, what ought I todo? Ilenta quid toSmith 
last week, but he hasn't returned it.” “Oh! you 
must wait until you want to borrow one from him.” 


—_—— oh 


Short -sighted Mother-in-law, Good gracious! 1 
thought at first it was Julia’s back hair. 


bounds.” “ Now, now, now, now! You ruinous poy, how many dimes haf 1 duld you not to be so 
egstrafagant 2?” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
PICCADILLY CIRCUS UP. 


(Saturday, October 3, 1896, 


Mr. SLoprn having heard (of course, he never has occasion to go there himself), that Piccadilly Circus was the sight of London last week 
deemed it his duty to send Alexandry there to suap-shot it, Alexandry, in his report, says ; “ About 12 P.M., when the cab and ‘bus hustle Was 
on, it was ALL right, you bet!” 


IT WAS HER AUNT, MIND. 


Annie Crabshot. Tam thinking of 
going to the Fancy Dress Ball as a 
mermaid. If that doesn't fetch the 
chappies, I don't know WEAT they 
can be made of! 


Roddy, Sooner have your cold 
than my head. 
Topsey, Oh! 80 would I! 


Viulet, Let's have something plain and simple. 
Her Boy, Yes, darling, like Aunt Martha, 


ME FORGOT FOR THE MOMENT. 


SHE HAD TO PLAY WITH HIN. 


~ SS x yy ) Sz 


* Ach! Jacob, aear, 1s dot you? Umso glad rou're alive." “Yes, vadder, L vouldn't be dead vor viftv 


Polly fishing for Jack. Javk 
is on the other side of the 
stream with another girl. 
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